The Water Stairs

wear low down, upon the eye slits of their masks. Their disguise
is like a race of bird men; and this makes more real and mote im-
probable, the triumph.

But the gondolas are falling back. They run for shelter to the
Lido. Against the livid sky, we see the Bwintoro race in order to
pass the point of land and lie in the lagoon. The Doge flees from
the Adriatic whom he wedded. He is drawn away from her in his
nuptial coach, pulled by the long reins of his coursers, while the
oars of his own galley, moving in their precision, are trabants or
hey ducks marching at his side. It is like a wonderful vision to see
this gilded galleass go, trembling, in its gold. Would it be more
startling, if we did not know she was the 'Bucintorot All show and
pomp, the gilded chariot of the waves. In the black and furious
sky, her gilt is that of golden leaves or shells. It is implicit in her.
It is her skin, her substance: she could dye the lagoon golden: a
golden shadow, a golden darkness lying in the water. But it is a
gilded castle: it has parapets and balustrades: there is an army in
crimson on its battlements. It is a sea palace: the Grand Admiral,
and the generals of the sea inhabit it. And once more, it is a plea-
sure barge: it has no sails, and is drawn along by labour. Seen
above the sandy island, it is a golden hulk, some relic of Poseidon's
realm, crowded with senators and counsellors of his Kingdom,
with his regent or viceroy aboard, coming back from that ancient
and watery dominion. It comes right past us, without seeing us.
This is not of the ghosts who look you in the eyes. They are run-
ning for safety. Their time is not our time. It moves as slowly as a
huge tent drawn by horses. How curious those persons in bro-
cades and gold, with heavy wigs, or mitres, come in upon this
vessel from the open sea! But the 'Budntoro passes us, throwing
out gold upon the surges.

They will disembark from a golden landing stage at the Piaz-
zetta, before the Doge's Palace. Then, the Procurators of the Re-
public in their robes of velvet, as we know them from Venetian
portraits, with the golden stole upon their shoulders, will go by
gondola to their palaces. All over the town, Procurators and Sena-
tors go down the narrow canals, and pass up the green and slippery
water stairs into their houses. In the evening they will come forth
again for the carnival. After a few days the ~Budntoro will be towed
back once more into the Arsenal. There, with the other galleys of
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